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mystic poetess of Kashmir. Hobbies in- 
clude trekking and photography. Prelude 
is ‘his’ first published book ; another Bleed, 
memory, / Bleed (poems 1977-80) is ready 
H for publication. 
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ACKNOWLEDGMENT 
See ae ae 


Mephistopheles — his friend 

then struck a deal 

and the poet 

businessmanlike 

went a-bargaining 

a word 

a syllable 

a vowel 

a punctuation-mark 

but every birch-bark whiplash 

tipped him bare 

epidermis, corium, to the deepest core 
layer by layer 

“| am nota sadist” said M 

“These oozing, viscid, white wounds tingle 
no pleasance either” 

“But we are wedded together” 

“So they say.” 
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Prelude 


BIRTH OF A POEM 


Unmanifest, 


The world of thoughts: a kaleidoscopic jargon — 
Diamonds and dust. 


And this world around 

Me, and you, is 

But a contemplation, or 

A void 

Through the depths of silence of which life 
Pulsates ; and creation moves: 

And time ticks away : 

That's too abstract I 


The image of the shadows of thought 
Objectified ; 

Multihued fantasies, dreams 

And their contrasts : 

A welter of confusions. And then, 
Solitude, and whist, 

Silence. 


These ruins bewail their past : 
Odes and elegies. These stones 
Speak of their stillbirths, 

And forget not still 

The pangs of the chisel that 
Hushed them into inanimates. 


Infancy, innocence and the fire of indigence ; 
And the cast around: 

Hopes, famished ; and the temptations — 
The thirst that hallucinates beings. 

God, reduced to a symbol : 

No soliloquy. 
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The crags and the gush: 
The mundane din: 

Some faith, 

Some jeer : 

Riddles, and the plain talk. 


A long weary stretch, unmapped ; 

A surging, swerving expanse, unfathomed ; 
And embracing, tacit peaks, unconquered. 
"Neath placid Heav'n 

All wordless. 


Joy 

That kindles every heart, 

With the dying sun, mingles softly 
With the nightly peace. 

And the days pass, 

And the nights. The world changes 
Fast. 


And the subconscious 

Tries to comprehend the thought 
Struck millions of light years back : 
Those forms of nature ; 

That sort of evolution; 

That kind of world ; 

That matrix of cosmos ; 

That shock of silence. 
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Prelude 


TRANSIENCE 


A black shadow in the mirror : 


No, trees... or 
Somebody... 


Yes, somebody 

Locked the back door. 

Fire rolls on the floor ; 
Fleeing through the hallways 
Somebody 

Tries to halt the hands 

(Of the clock) from turning ; 


Somebody 
Tries to pick up 
The fallen mirror... 
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WHERE SILENCE BEGINS 


Sometimes when you look at complexities 
Of a life, you cower 

And feel like shrinking into 

The “nothingnes” you are... 


That’s an escape from din, 
Into din that 
Tires you down, breathless. 


And aloof, 

Buried in a dark corner 

Where thousands of thoughts drive you mad, 
You soliloquise : 

“lam ‘time’; I chase breaths away ; 

l am ‘imagination’, 

A shadow, a dream, a walking forest... 
Translate me into feelings 

Whatever there are. 

The image in the mirror 

Crumbled down into silence. 

Heard the crash ? 

Here a corpse, there a corpse, and carcases. 
Hear the whine of vultures ? 

Those Egos were born blind : 

Their world was thus, but an elephant. 


| stand somewhere nowhere. 

This threshold is not what it is: 

It is the ‘now’ that is not the ‘now’ that was, 
Nor the ‘now’ next moment...” 


Words have no expression of thelr own ; 
Something else has: 
A streamful of smoke 
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Prelude 13 


Freezes in the midst of sky ; 

And the thought arrests the pendulum; 
And shadows persist, 

And multiple grimaces, 

And emotions, storm-swept, 

And a grip of convulsions... 


Past is an echo: 

A darkness petrified into a ghost ; 
A thought forest set ablaze... 
But embers is not all that is... 
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IMAGINATION 


Ah O Ocean 

Of my Imagination | 

Drown me in thy swelling tice ; 
And then when | am lost 

In thy lap so wide: 

No earth, no sky, 

To meet my eyes no lamp for guide 
Nor any notion ; 

No exclamation | 


So in the Ocean 

Of my Imagination ! 

So take me 

Where dwells my loving bride, 
And then when in my heart 

l make her hide : 

No sun, no moon, 

To steal her look, no star aside, 
Nor any motion ; 

No explanation ! 


So deep the Ocean 

Of my Imagination | 

Never.awake me 

In that world of the “Died” ; 

And then when | forget those words 
Raged out of human pride ; 

No love, no smile, 

To heal my sores, no dose untried, 
Nor any lotion ; 

No intoxication ! 

The fashion of the Ocean 

Of my Imagination | 

Ah O Ocean 

Of my Imagination ! 
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Preluda 


BORN IN A DIFFERENT WORLD 


Sons and daughters of 

Denied logics 

We fancy in no apocalypse. 

We all died yesterday. 

You had promised us many lifetimes 
Though beg we shall never for such pangs : 


Conjure your spirit thus “doomed” and “damned” 
If that isness still wanders unreined, 
Haunting your invented hells and heavens. 


Who could read into 
The Ego-identlty effaced ? 
None is doomed anymore. 


Milestones lime-dabbed long 

Read blank as ever. These roads 

Are still unpaved. Not untrodden for 
We have crossed all imagined barriers. 


We are 

An Age of Blasphemy ; 

Our world outlined somewhere 
In the stolid emptiness... 
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THE SPIRIT IN ACTION 


"| stole away a live skull 

From the deep canyon 
Slumbering through aeons now: 
The touch of it forces me to think 
And | do, helplessly ; 

Express I can’t... 


l swig translucence into the den-dark subconscious, 
The screaming, screeching hawks 

Grope for the smell of blood ; 

Frozen faces can't tell of the looming obsession : 

A lash of thoughts, 

A quake of feelings, 

A solid slash of wind, and 

A gasp for breath...” 


Prelude 17 
THOUGHT OF SOMEONE I LOVE 


Twilight disappears 
And the ghost moon smears the darkness... 


Astir, fringes of autumn, conspicuous 
Yearn for an embrace... 


Haze and mist and silence 

Colour the Odyssean phantasm : 

A screech, a squeal and a shiver through spine, 
And the resumed silences, deepermost... 


The wind chills the memories 
And the unfathomed turquoise 
Freezes into a solid hallucination... 
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REVOLUTION 


A solitary sound ; 

A muffled murmur; and 
A sweeping gush. 

Then a howl, 

Then a thrash 


And cheap words and cakes and ale and... 


A sheet of glass 

And a smoky flame : 

A shock of brittleness, 

And blood between the clenched fists. 


Shadows shrinking 

And fleeing through streets : 
A meaningless existence — 
All hunger and thirst. 


A qualm, 

A disquiet — 

Me. 

And the dead sea would 
Roar 

Once for last ! 
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Prelude 
ECSTASY 


The fingers shall strike the strings only mechanically : 
Amazed, the onlookers shall fix their eyeballs at me, 
At me. the maddest of the race — 
Unaware of the pulse missing pace ; 
And the eyes shall smile at the sky. 

No adieu, I leave, you can’t ask why. 
Every song sung incomplete : 

Don’t ask any line to repeat. 

Leave the words to their meanings 

Like the worlds to the weanlings ; 

Let no thought pull you down on earth, 
And die not again to take any more birth. 
Through the wildernesses awake — 

Let no charm burn you at the stake. 
Know, you're within no fence : 

Forget your sure existence ; 

Shun all the worldlines, 

Keep not up these grape vines — 

The cycles of seasons four, 

Chain of miseries, a thousand score. 
There's a tinge of “no hue” 

No space either old or new; 

There’s at the utmost 

A boundless sea. no coast — 

No gulfs, no surf, no waves, no cyclones ; 
No earth, no hills, no rocks, no stones. 
The realm unseen — SO vast : 

Ah me, lost. have forgot if lam lost — 

I'm lost within my inner world, 

Led astray when the wild winds whirled. 
And no one knows me 

That is the mystery ! 
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Over silent strings of conscience 

Heart throbs aware of transience 

And swiftly and softly the nerves pulsate 
Not knowing any cause to wait — 

A second or its part : 

It may not stop to start, 

Instead, start to stop for ever 

Or never.., 
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Prelude 24 


BUDS 


Concealing heads 

In tiny, flexible, 
Green leaflets, 

The buds. 

Do they feel ashamed 
When in the morn 
Dewdrops on them 
Shine like pearls ? 


And breezes blow 

To shiver their tender hearts through. 
Their heads like brides’ get toss'd : 
Their coyness is raped 

And they blush to sprout | 

Do they still pride their beauty ? 
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PHILOSOPHY OF THE INFINITESIMALS 


Idols, 
Statues, 
Skulls, 
Shackles, 
Swords, — 
Broken, 





Prelude 


PRISONER RELEASED 


I hesitate to scribble a word : 

It is tiring enough, 

And to think too... 

The candle in that corner will 

Not burn. Life silently ashes away... 
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DEATH IN OPERATION CHAMBER 


These instruments, more of a horror — 

Like footpath vendors, overcrowd around : 
Discharge tubes and laser-beam projectors : 
My ... their peering look | 

Stethoscopes, cardiographs and pulsers — 
The hypnotic touch ; 

The uncommon Electroencephalograph 

And the brainwash ; and 

Depths of tranquillity .. - 


Surgeons, in semi-shrouds muffled, stand 
‘Neath blinding showers : 
A practitioner peering through Devil's eye, 
another aside. 
And the meniscus in the tube levels blood-pressure 
To play the fool. 
Scalpels and forceps at rest: their day is done. 


Eyeballs still rove to read meanings explicit, 

And the legs of the clock overtake one another 
quickly. 

Psychologists, amazed, shake off their hallucinations. 

And the Damocles’ guests, of panic frozen, 

Crouch out, conscious still 

Of brand and guilt and murder... 

And heart-beats hammer ear drums 

To shut out the cries and footsteps 

Echoing between the doorways... 


STORM 


The Muses ogle the poet 

And the poet muses at the Muses 

But another moment he is on earth 

And his words, savourless and strange 

Like truth that makes one feel abashed ; 

Like the warmth of ice that nips the arteries — 
Like the cold touch of cold death : 

Haunting presentiment of The Deserted Villagge 
Or an isle of hopes — desolate: 

Or the turbulent emotion 

That rocks the heart unawares — 

Ah, the crazy world and crazy words and 
Crazy notions — lost in one another: 

That's the way of the world : people 

Making comedies of tragedies. 


At times the obstinate heart 
Questions the existence of Godhood and Eternity... 


The man, lost in those dreamworlds 

And the dreams of this world — knows not 

Within the fourth world's proximity we are ; 
Emotions — seething like a volcano and 

Soothing like music strain 

Compel him for adventuring into the “unknown” — 
it’s barely Einstein’s Cosmos ! 


When no dreams even shimmer the tranquil mind 
And the spinning globule of emotions 

Radiates life out every microsecond 

And all memory, in its dazing relucence, fades out ; 
When love is but a thought of “Peniocerius Greggii” ; 
When him his childish defiance 

Into frenzied maniac turns 
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And nature’s child sense of revolution 

Impels and compels him to rebel — 

"Come out heart, mad, — out in the maddened winds : 

Ah | Fill the goblet and say ‘grace’ ” 

And the mood of the poet the mood of the sky Is — 

The lightning lashing and mapping the heavens 

And seeping through the lowered clouds, miles high ; 

The thunder, fathoming the depth of the charged 
stratus 

Abraded by the winds ; 

The stolid winds shearing the solid stones ; 

The crispness of glass panes — slashed at 

And crashing down like hopes and desires mundane... 

Strangeness, painted on air, 

Hallucinates the animated “mould of clay” — 

Dissolving and precipitating, here now, there then: 

Ripples and dimples, cascades and cataracts ; 

Promenades and serenades, emerald and turquoise ; 

And chink and chime and the pattering rain... 


But conscience is slumbering like a lake enveloped 
In the night's blue-black hush ; 


And the poet, like Hamlet, is left soliloquising, 
“The world exists and I, no, neither world nor I. ” 


Le 


Prelude 
OPTIMISTS 


Hurrying for nowhere : 

There the earth and sky meet — 
There the hungry and thirsty Ego 
Works the imagination. 

| can’t say they're the optimists | 


Working to waste : 

And I contend with the thoughts and emotions within 
And the consciousness is strangled 

By the stunful din — 

They are no optimists either | 


Ignored as is dust : 

Thatchless haunts... 

Spirits athirst, 

The nude and the naked — whiplashed and asphyxiated : 
Lust ! 

Spit... 

Nobody can call them optimists ! 
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SWAYED BY EMOTIONS 


Emotions tantalize my soul : what! know 
When the caged bird 

Wafts away quietly with the quietus, and 
Worldlinesg lie transcended | 


When the dewfall quaffs sunshine to slake its thirst ; 
When shimmering wavelets seep through sands 
And slash over beach and shingle ; 

When the trill and the thrill of the shove 

Laves waves to surge and swirl and chafe ; 

When the bass so profound 

Resounds in the canyons remote ; 

When sweet matin and lambent twilight 

And sough and spray 

Tickle me with their nimbleness 

When love caresses the blue eternal quiescence 
And hearts pulsate apace and colours mingle ; 
When the strange spectre 

Rapts and raves and shears my heart 

And | am lost in the realm of sighs and soliloquy — 
When I am left maddened, desolate, sequestered ; 
When my sleepy sleepless eyes, obsessed, 

Rove and grope in the nebulae 

My abode of love, my Sanctuary... 


What do | know when ? 


Prelude 20 
HAUNTED HOUSE 


The door flung out and jammed in briskly : 

The House of Horror this is — 

No windows nor ventilators for light 

To steal through. 

Oozing walls of mud and the dripping roof 
Envelop nightly blackishness. 

Some awful spirit instils conscience : 

Siight ruffle or creek or dripping, 

Even stifled inhales and exhales : 

Grotesque symbols moulded into ghostly shapes 
Dance before eyeballs, 

And void thoughts assure their presenca : 
Heartbeats, like steppings, audible, somewhere around ; 
The facial colours fade away every second 

And fables of nightmares seem credible now ; 
And all those oddly odds 

You could picture precisely enough ! 


A twine overstepped by chance 

Is mistaken for a viper : 

Breath’s held for moments together, 
And shocked, 

The foot holds back, paralysed. 
And heavy thumpings 

Produce confused deafness, 

And of perspiration, wet 

The body, shivers through hair-tips I 
A long sharp exhale, once more 
Enlivens psychic environs — 

The snake hisses off vigour, 

And brain molecules 

In stupor dash 

Against unconsciousness : 

Not ware when feelings would ooze 
Like black, muddy.walls of the cell, 
And the dripping roof overhead. 
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TURMOIL 


Lips, moist ; 

Lips, soft ; 

Kisses, hard, midst thumps and thrusts — 
Stolen softly : 

Just the taste of silence | 

l am a lonely man, 

l like to be lonely ; 

Sweet, yes; 

Bitter too : 

A soul tranquillised, 

A life hushed, 

A thought deafened, 

A world snatched — 

Shadows shrinking into 
Unimagined contours of the void — 
The darkness, unveiled, 

The identity, lost — 

Silence tossed upon silence : 


1 don't like the hush. 

Silence sometimes 

Tears eardrums apart. 

Echoes and the stony silence ; 
Silence, and more of it... 

l had no other possessions — 
Din’s over. 
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Prelude 
ECHOES 


| see birds wing back homewards 
While | sit here, ‘neath the blue : 

I watch the day pass, and sigh — 
“| lost it 1” 


And the night shades the world mute, 
And the stars gush out to dance, 

To hunt my lone eyes that read — 
“We lost it I” 


Lost in thoughts thus, next morn dawns 
And head does rise, finds new world ; 
Steps move but roads stop to jest — 
“You lost it I!” 


Be 
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LOVE DESPERATE 


l love you though you never love me : 

In the deep deep night o' the dewy April, 

Deep in my heart | long for you, my love, 

And still, | wonder, what makes you impeach me | 


Night is lonely, like me, ‘neath stars, 

And soft breezes caress my tired lids ; 

Ah, fair youthful daffodil, what pleases you 
To itch my heart’s rescalded scars ? 


Leave my soul, that is but infinite loneliness ; 
Tell me not of fictitious science, 

lam not bound to any universe ; 

Leave me to the unknown wilderness. 


Farewell, O dreams, and farewell, stars so fair ; 
And farewell, O universe astir — 

I go, how can this scepsis fetter me; 

I go, farewell, farewell, O gaudy fair. 





Prelude 33 
FOUNTAIN'S PLAINT 


It’s intense hot, share with me thy company ; 
I amlone, hore, trying to extinct sun 
With my showering sweat, lone fountain. 


Come nigh me, I shall sing to you my songs ; 
Ask the sun to sink in the charming Dal*, 
Ask the dusk to attend and girt round us, 
Ask the fair waves to curl o'er us both. 
Ask the soft breezes to breathe around us; 
Then shall | sing to you when in my lap 
You'll rest quiet. 
Come nigh me, I'll sing to you. 


*Dal Lake, Kashmir. 
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Thought follows thought, 

| wonder if it ceases to be mine, hence: 
These stones left unbaptised, 

This dust, called bootless, thus ignored... 











Prelude 
POLLUTION 


This strange land of yarns 
Made up of fissile atoms, 
Overburdened 

By gold edifices, 

And haunted oft 

By eccentric personalities 
Blood-drunk always : 

O Heart, forget them. 


And infants are offered 

Pure, anhydrous venom 

And the dead bacilli 

To live on, 

And large doses 

Of concentrated ether 

To sniff ; 

And nitrous air 

To breathe in: 

Pooh, 

How stifling the atmosphere | 
O Mind, shun such environs. 


The chinking sparkling steel, 
Dripping red 

And triggered innocence 
And trenched dynamite ; 
Rockets and missiles, 

And nuclear energy, 
(Uncontrolled) 

For abrupt annihilation 1 

Ah, poor Soul, 

Haste, attain exile. 
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CONFLICT 


Wandering aimlessly, 

Wondering where to go: 

Frozen deeps and solitudes and sighs 
and snow... 

The string’s plucked and the dust 

Pounds at the rhythm ; 

And the lightnings thunder not 

Through hanging mist and fog and frosty 
silence... 


Thinking endlessly, 

Thoughtful of every woe: 

Steep gashes and ravines and straths 
and “no”... 

The glasspane’s slashed and the mamories 

Crumble at the hush ; 

And reflections stupefy not 

The tossing dreams and notions and 
breathless violence... 





Prelude 
CANVAS UNPAINTED 


The pallor of philosophy 

Hath varnished thy countenance: 
What paintings wouldst thou make ? 
What matching colours and shades ? 
Tell me what great art 

Lies concentred in that stiff brush-tip : 


What wonders, what magic, let me know. 


Notions wax and wane like the moon : 
Ah, what else could me befool ! 

| await simply to express wonder 

At thy skill extraordinary. 

Į] await and await and watch thee 

As doth a saint watch consciousness ; 
And | will await anxiously — 

All the time, 

Though | may moulder 

Without a glimpse of what 

Thou wouldst not show unto me. 
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BURNT MANUSCRIPT 


But truth never gets charred like paper bits 
Consigned to hot pallid flames of hatred : 
The mounds of filth, burning, with foul smelling smoke 
Rising heavenwards | 
Rainbow melts into night, 
And the blood freezes betwixt the cold clasp ; 
The eyes laugh bitterly at the cold sky — 
Alas ! could He know the wordless expression : 
The filmy eyes read volumes of distress : 
Hushed into still-life portraits — moulds of clay. 


Murmurs once loud in the nightly hush ; 

Now sighs, muffled by whirr of vehicles : 
Footpaths are mum, and, ah! death too is mute. 
Love is dear for babes, sucking milkless breasts 
Of their mummies — better, mummies. 


End? No. 
The pale glassy moon crumbles in the frost z 
The winds gale, howling, the world lies shattered : 
Black, white, pink, pale, purple, orange and grey — 
Hapless world of tears : unheeded, unseen ; 
Of fleecy hopes that but in dreams Survive ; 
Of brittle glass as can't resist a Stroke. 
Know, you know no such rich Poverty spent 
Like pearls (hidden in sandy beds of eyes). 


And the red and blue mingle in glass wares, 

And cups of forgetfulness know no cost ! 

The spectators feign ignorance of vice — 

Alas | black printing ink has Stained pink hearts — 
And echoes pound eardrums ; images haunt 

And then, but shadows and shadows and ... 


Prelude 39 


DOOM 


Every exhale explains the “explicit” 

And each lone thought marks profound tranquility ; 

Slumbering conscience somehow mistook fetch-lamp for 
dawn: 

Alas | No matin, nor vespers into my ears vibrate : 

Well, let me warble my solo to strike the still ! 
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THE SCHIZOPHRENIC 


Sweet Isis, let me my mourners see 
Assembled there, yon. 

Drink to my thirst unquenchable ; 
Touch to my lips, incantation : 

| have loved you. 

This is the hour you promised : 
Burn this mantle down. 


You have been my futile quest for ever : 
Those solitudes are unhaunted and so is 
loneliness. 


No meet perchance did my eyes solace : 

It's a long long time. 

Remember, that day you call’d me but vanished 
Without a Word : and the clouds and winds 
Swallowed the blameless Ra ? 


And now sometimes 

When | fail to recognise your presence 

In din and in hush of the mortal-coil, 

Something drives me desperate 

And uneasy too: 

My parched heart throbs and throbs 

And heavy steps count 

The prolonged distance homewards ... 

And within the walls of the mansion 

Stray thoughts, muffled, fall like soldier's guns .. . 


One world, lost ; another but a dream ; 
Futile to win or lose. 

It survives or not, that’s no question : 
l remember, | was out in quest of you. 

1 feel like hopes being famished ; 


Proluda 


It seems eyelids are weary and heavy ; 

It's almost possible the joints may collapse ; 

It's not impossible the mudwall crumbles down; 
Come, | long for company — | feel myself alone : 
Ah, that's abscission ! 


When the earth slips down and heavens come up 

To when lengthening shadows lean and finger ; 

When the stars from above stare, 

To when life senses numbness of dew and frost — 

I have awaited you for so long 

That | forget when | first stood here ; 

I don't know when you would chance ms an 
embarrassment, 

And where ? 


You slipped away mysteriously that day 
When I peeped into your beguiling, 
Translucent eyes — 

I was not aware | was lost, 

Left groping unconsciously in consciousn8ss. 
And strange frontiers got raised 

Between the two realms... 


Now helpless, me : tell where | stand ; 

What you call life and what is it you boast of ; 

Where the earth is hung and where stands the 
firmament ; 

Where are those moons and stars studded in space‘: 

And what is it you call space ? 


I wander nowhere and everywhere ; 

I wonder about nothing and everything; 

Tell me how to stretch out this knotted string 
Or I shall break it: but no — 

That's futile ! 
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I've heard, your stare confuses one's memory : 

I've heard those chants hypnotise ; 

When you breathe in spirit, you nip the nerves : 

All left is a fallen tree. 

Something still survives, they say- 

Perhaps other worlds, within or without : 

And there too the winds gale harsh, oceans roar, 

And mountains and plains and valleys are 
rocked oft, 

And volcanoes blow up the skies 

And the skies, supportless, fall — 

Down and down and down, 

But none observes... 


They call him Man — 

He is; no, he is not: 

He prides his vanity, his desipience ; 

Shear his head, O shear... 

Rainbow withers away silently ; 

Sweet jingles tear away between the tossing 
breakers ; 

Happiness, the tepidity in snowflakes and icicles 

Thaws away like emotions : 

The funeral is over. 


I’ve faint recollections of the deserted deserts — 

And those thoughts off and on hallucinate 
my being: 

l feel myself exiled 

And that is the finis : 

The knoll resounds 

Far far off. Here, it is quiet. 

Or perhaps I’ve turned deaf 

Though my parched heart audibly throbs ; 

Stillness pulsates in space secretly, silently : 

I've forgotten myself while 
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Remembering you all the time... 
My hopes winged off to the frigid Antarctics. 


My body feels a cold clasp ; 

My heart’s longings are now but monotonous — 
And | dream you come in reality, 

And a suspicious glance it is — 

Truth and untruth undivided : 

Myself | surrender to you... 

Fair Isis, my Love, my Alter-ego, 

You are here ? 
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TO SOLDIERS OF PEACE 


Bravo, Soldiers of Peace, 
We hail thee | 


Whenever freedom is in peril ; 
Whenever evils awake — 

We've known thy valour. thy spirit ; 
We've seen thee oft, at stake. 


When hatred pollutes the air; 
When conscience dies away — 
When friends turn foes : 

When men men slay : 


Thou knowest no mirth, no woe, 

No sky, no land, no sea — 

Aye, We've seen thee march onward ; 
Hoisting banners. upholding decree- 


When tanks start rattling in the steadings ; 

When freedom is trampled ‘neath boots and crushed — 
When skies rain bombs and oceans fight flames ; 

When guns rasp, bullets wound airand voices are hushed ; 


Amidst horror of missiles and rockets and cannons, 
Where even the mightiest cower — 

We've been proud of thy will, 

And thy duty. thy deeds, thy power. 


Death neither scares nor frightens thee ; 
Thou art immortals in mortal moulds — 

With thy muscles of steel and might of truth, 
And noble minds and hearts of gold. 


Thro’ rain and hail and snow ; 
Across the rivers Wide and deep — 
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Thro’ wind and frost and fire ; 
Thro’ mountains gashful and steep. 


Wherever thy warm blood drips or freedom caresses 
thy soul; 

Braving death and always victory-blest — 

Realising thy goal thro’ selfless sacrifice ; 

Thy world of dreams elicits forth — manifest. 


And now that the black skies shine blue ; 
For now that the war-drums are stunned, 
For that the battle is ‘oer, 

Sing in the Songs of Peace. 
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LONGING 


There is melody in the words of love ; 
Soft love, softer than the falling snowflake ; 
Sweet fire, sweeter than the warmth of a glove. 


Moonshine spell and tide o' waving oceans ; 
Deep, deep kisses and swaying emotions : 
Sing me in solitude and wilderness — 

Sing me in midst of love and loneliness — 

l am lonely : I feel dead without you. 


My haart's swinging like a merry-go-round, 

Wild grows passion, wilder than madness astound. 
It dances like the brooks and streams in sunshine ; 
Sunshine, that sips every gush of the lushy wine. 


Sing me raving songs of love and madness ; 
Sing me swashing rapture, chasing sadness — 
l am lonely : | feel dead without you. 
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SURVIVAL 





For them the deafening din is a softer tone ; 


The cogwheel, turning — a solace: $ 
Either fiction should feed a million mouths, alone, 
Or, the world of fourth dimension mutes to stone. 
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Wings flapped up the sky 
And next moment 

Winds thrashed me down. 
l gasped for a lone breath | 


Then 

No chirp was heard, 

No shine was seen: 

A lump of bones and flesh — 

My old nest 

(Now long forgotten) 

ìl eschewed 

A fraction of a second ago: 
When a pounce snatched it away, 
Tore up the within and without 
And the hunger 

Still unsated 

Wandered about the lonely forest. 
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ON READING SARTRE'S BE/NG € NOTHINGNESS 


The thought that struck me this moment 
Has been thought over and Over ; 

And the world has had the taste of 
These feelings ages ago. 


And this moment I think 

You'd be thinking that 

I think of such trifles : 

Yes, but 

Why should you think about me 
That | would be thinking 

About you 

Thinking about my thinking 

Of such trifle thoughts : 

I have nothing else to think about: 
I don’t like you 

Thinking about my thoughts that 
Somehow or the other 

Belong to nobody +. - 


All that can be thought about 

Is stale 

And the thought that | think 

All thoughts are stale 

Has already been thought over and over. 
One can think of 

Time reverberation ; 

But while one thinks 

That one's thinking 

About time reverberation, 

Time slips away at each thought 
And while you while away your time 
Thinking of future, 

Future is already past 

And the past you think of at present 
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Steals your present 
That’s no more present at present — 
Present, which is lost for ever. 


Forever is no future, 

No past, 

No present either. 

And present is 

The moment you think of 

Future that is past 

When you think of 

That you think future is lost 

Into present 

That in turn is lost into past 
And that 

Even thinking about 

The conception of time reverberation 
Can help tracing out 

The lost past, present and future 
lf there's any- 


it might be trifles 

l'm thinking about 
But a thought 
Thought out cannot 
Necessarily be a trifle : 

‚ Trifle could be defined in a way 
That cannot be a trifle in itself : 
That's a thought 
And there can be myriads of thoughts 
About how one can think 
Of how a trifle could be defined 
As not being a trifle in itself... - 
It is a conflicting situation. 


And a conflict 
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Cannot be resolved : 

Otherwise it ceases to be conflict ; 
Or it could be resolved as well: 

It depends upon how you think 

Of whether conflicts 

Should be resolved or not: 
Conflicts originate out of thoughts 
That you seem to own 

Because you fight over 

What's not your own; 

What's not anybody's either. 


And drama begins 

Where conflict does 

And people quote him who seemingly 
First tried to think of 

“All the world's a stage” 

As being a thought not owned 

By anybody .-« 

Anybody could not be him. 

Him is quite different a structure 
Although nothing in him is original ; 
And what is not original 

Is hardly worth giving a thought : 

And no thought is a fresh thought 
Because all thoughts have been thought 


Over and again... 


And this another moment 
| think of all I've thought over 
Again and again and endlessly — 


While no thought could 
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Bring in time reverberation : 


(Not a hallucination) 
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Because while I should be 
About to think of past thoughts 
That | should think in future, 

I must not have known 

Why | should forget 

What I’ve already thought 

That all thoughts have been 
Thoroughly 

Thought out over and again... 


And that moment past, 

And this moment present 

That now is a moment past, 
And that moment future 

That again is a moment past — 
Is always a different dimension. 


But what | was about to say 

Is not what I said : 

That's lost in transition 

Of imagined future into perhaps real past; 
And what I was about to say 

Is a thought lost out: 

And in recalling the thought lost 

You lose many thoughts in succession. 
And moments comprise a thought fragmented, 
And every fragment is 

A complete thought in itself : 


And so is a moment singled out 
And disintegrated : 

And every fraction thereof 

Is a moment replete. 

And replete is a vague word 

As is “complete” 

Or as is “perfection” 
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Or as any word there is. 


And | forget if you mumbled 

Any words 

Or kept silent Jhroughout the moment 
| thought of thoughtlessness 

And floating in the void, conflicts 
Play their parts incessantly ... 

| try to forget 

The Conception of time 

Though it haunts me often 

I try to forget the moment that is 

The undefinable “now” and the “then”; 
And I can say memory 

Has nothing in store for me: 

Once a poem scribbled in ink 

Got washed off the paper: 

No shadow was left, no reflection ; 
Nothing. 

But | cannot say “nothing” 

As | don’t know 

What nothing really is I 


Close of a day is 

The close of an era; 

It has been an adventure 
Into an endlessness — 

A life-ful of nothingness : 
Call it an endless search 
Into anonymity ... 
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